

5 4- The Tragedy of O tn ello 

She may be honeft yet : tell me but this, 

Haue y oil not fometimes fecne a handkerchiefe. 

Spotted with ftrawberries in your wiues hand ? 

Oth. I giue her fuchaone,twas my firft gift. 
lag. i knpw not that, but fuch a handkerchiefe 

I am fureit was your wiucs,did I to day 
See Cafsiowipehh beard with. 

Oth. Ifcrbe that. 

lag. If it be that,or any , it was hers, 

I I fpeakes aga’inft her, with the other proofes. 

Oth. O that the flauc had forty thoufand lioe9. 

One is too poore, too weake formy reuenge t 
Now I doe fee tis true,looke here Jago, 

All my fond loue, thus doe I blow to heauen, tis gone. 

A rife blacke vengeance from thy hollow Cell, 

Y eeld vp O Ioue thy cro vne,and hearted Throne, 

To tyrranous hatc,fwell bofome wiihthy fraught, 

For tis of Afpicks tongues. he knteles , 

lag. Pray be content. 

Oth. O blood, fago, blood. 

lag. Patience I fay, your mind perhaps may change. 
Oth. NeuerAgoj 
Like to the PontickJ&ca., 

Whofe icy current and compulfiue courfe, 

Ne’r feels retiring ebbe,but kcepes due on, 

To the *Propontickjttid the Helltfpont : 

Euen fo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace, 

Shall oeVe lookc backe,ne’re ebbe to humble loue. 

Till that a capeable and wide reuenge 
Swallow them vp. Now by yond marble Heaueo, 

I n the due reuerence of a (acred vow, 

I here ingage tny words. 

lag. Doe not rife yet : Ugo kneelt. 

Witneffe the cuer-burning lights aboue. 

You Elements that clip vs round about ; 

Wirnefle that here, Iago cloth giue vp 
The execution of his wit, hand, heart. 

To wrong’d O/MwVferuice : let him command. 


the Moore of Venice. 


AnJ 


And to obey,(hall be in me rcmorce, 

What bloody worke fo euer. 

Oth I greet thy loue; 

Not with raine thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 

And will vpon the inftant put thee to’c. 

Within thde three d3yes,let me heare thee lay, 

That Cajsio’s not aliue. 

lag. My friend is dead: 

Tis d >ne as you riqueft,but let her liue. 

Oth. Dam her l wd mmks : O dam her, 

Come.goc with me ap :rt,l will withdraw. 

To furmfli me with foroe (wife meanes of death. 

For the faire demli : now art thou my Leiutcnant. 

lag, I am y our owne for euer. 

Exeunt, 

Enter DefdemonajEmillaW the Clowne. 

Def. Doe you know (irra, where the Leiucenant Cafsio lies ? 

Clo. I dare not fay he lies any where. 

Def. Why man ? 

Clo. He is aSoldier, and for one to fay a Soldier lies, is ftabbing. 

Def Go to,whtre lodges he ? 

Clo. To tell you where lie lodges, is to tell you where I lie. 

Def. Can any thing be made of this ? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges, and for me to deuife a lodging, 
and fay he lies there, were to lie in mine owne throafe. 

Def. Can you enquire him ou’yand be edified by report? 

Clo. I will cathcchize the world for him, that is, make que (lions. 
And by them anfwer. 

Def. Seekehitn, bid him come hither, tell him I haue mouedmy 
Lord in his hehalfe.and hope all will be well. 

Qlo, To doe this's within the compafle of mans witteand there- 
fore lie attempt the doing of it. Exit, 

Def. W here (hould 1 loe fe that handkerchiefe Emittia ? • 

Em. 1 know not Madam. 

Def. Beleeue me,! had rather loofe my purfe 
FullofCrufadoes : and but my noble Moore 
Is true of roind,and made cf no fuch bafi nefle, 

As iealous creatures are, it were enough 
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